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it belonged so to the past that he was the only man beside the car-drivers that wore one. It did not disturb him in the least; neither did going in the horse-cars to receptions and dinners. He used laughingly to say, " Our coachman wears our livery, Libbie," when the ear-driver had on an army overcoat. No one so perfectly independent as he was could fail to enjoy everything.
Colonel Tom and one of the oldest friends we had in the 7th were with us part of the-time, and we had many enjoyable hours together. The theatre was our unfailing delight. They were all desirous that I should see the military play of " Ours," which was then so admirably put on the stage at Wallack's, but dreaded the effect it would have on me. At last one of them said that it was too finely represented for me to miss, and I heard them say to each other, " We must take c the old lady,' though it will break her heart and she will cry." It ended in rny going. When we reached the part in the play where the farewell comes, and the sword is buckled on the warrior by the trembling hands of the wife, I could not endure it. Too often had the reality of such suffering been my own. The three men were crying like children, and only too willing to take me out into the fresh air.
My husband spent many hours with Mr. Barrett in his dressing-room at the theatre, during the long wait of Cassius in the play of " Julius Caesar." There were forty nights that these friends sat side by side, until the call-boy summoned the actor to the footlights. The general listened every evening with unflagging interest to the acting of his friend. follow.
